i8o                        PETROVKA
To do the Maharaja justice, he loathed the cut-glass
furniture, Venetian chandeliers trimmed with gkss
grapes, and other hideosities purchased by his grand-
father and father from importers in Bombay. After
spending vast sums, and incurring yet vaster debts upon
the embellishment and furnishing of his own luxury
suite, his credit had not been sufficiently sound for him to
replace the appalling decorations in the guest rooms with
things of beauty, such as his Western education had taught
him to love.
As the bearers returned with the furniture from Olga's
rooms, they handed their employers large and imposing
cream-laid envelopes, bearing the Ghanapur coat of arms
stamped in crimson and royal blue. Mrs. West opened
her envelope immediately, and drew forth an embla-
zoned card. " My! " said Mrs. West, as she read aloud,
" Programme of Events in honour of die Visit of Mr. and
Mrs. Fred West, and Miss Olga Petermann to Shalibagh
Palace, Ghanapur State." She handed the document
to her husband. "Why isn't that the cutest thing?
Let me have it back when you're through with it. Ill
sure have a special silver frame made for it as soon as Fm
back in New York"
The first item for the day of the guests' arrival was
c< Palace Luncheon at one-thirty p.m., to meet Mr. and
Mrs Fred West and Miss Olga Petermann." The visi-
tors, therefore, set to work to bathe and change, for they
were terrified of committing a heinous breach of etiquette
by being kte for their first meal in the palace of a prince.
At about twenty minutes past one, they descended
into the drawing-room, but there was no sign of life.
They had eaten nothing that day except some leathery
toast, washed down by sloppy weak tea tasting of
buflalo's milk, served at a wayside station, on a dirty
tray, at six-thirty in the morning, and they felt very
dejected at the apparent remoteness of a meal.
** I wish I hadoft refused that offer of cakes and coffee at